VIII
BUSY ROUND BOSTON
A PROCESSION of three Negro porters carried our baggage
/lout of Boston station, Three large smiles exposed
three large sets of teeth, and three cheerful " Thank yew,
sirs" responded to the presentation of three suitable rewards
from our host. It was a delightful entry into the city, but
we were not to stay in Boston. Our hosts were taking us
to stay at Wellesley. They had gone to endless trouble in
.planning amusements for us and in arranging audiences for
the puppets to meet. In between performances we were to
get on nodding terms with the countryside, and also with
this famous city.
They had thought it all out, and had decided to break us
in gently by starting with the North Church, which, with its
London associations, and in spite of its proximity to Bunkers
Hill, would be an easy mouthful for English visitors. After
New York, Boston looked quite domestic with its quantities
of red bricks, streets of red brick houses, that had a familiar
English look. But then the scene changed a bit, for we
traversed with difficulty a crowded Little Italy, with the
streets full of social intercourse, where the shopkeepers,
both man and wife, were sitting in chairs on the threshold
of their shops; old women like country peasants sat on
doorsteps, stout ladies in gowns posed at open windows, and
groups of lads congregated round the lamp-posts and at
street comers. Out of this we came suddenly on the old
North Church, which is delightful. It is a copy of St
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